"MARSE HENRY"

side of the sofa with an improvised fan and crying
as if my heart would break.

One day in the spring of 1851 my father took me
to a little hotel on Pennsylvania Avenue near the
Capitol and into a stuffy room, where a snuffy old
man wearing an ill-fitting wig was busying himself
over a pile of documents. He turned about and
was very hearty.

"Aha, you've brought the boy," said he.

And my father said: "My son, you wanted to
see General Cass, and here he is."

My enthusiasm over the Cass and Butler cam-
paign had not subsided. Inevitably General Cass
was to me the'greatest of heroes. My father had
been and always remained his close friend. Later
along we dwelt together at Willard's Hotel, my
mother a chaperon for Miss Belle Cass, afterward
Madame Von Limbourg, and I came into familiar
intercourse with the family.

The general made me something of a pet and
never ceased to be a hero to me. I still think he
was one of the foremost statesmen of his time and
treasure a birthday present he made me when I was
just entering my teens.
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